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Chapter | 
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Pale, gray smoke drifted into the crisp night air just above the dark alley, lit orange by the street light just at 
the entrance. Dean stood silent and still on the edge of the darkness, almost like a statue waiting to come alive. 
His eyes were shut, smoldering cigarette perched on his lips, the end glowing the same shade of orange as the 


dim street light. 


Like an automaton he tapped ashes away with every long drag, finally pulling himself from his trance to stub 
out the flame on the red brick behind him, flicking the cigarette to the asphalt, grinding it out with his foot 
for good measure. He'd had enough with clearing his head in an alley. It was time to do something with that 


clear mind. 


With swift steps, he walked out of the darkness and back onto the sidewalk, feeling a few sets of eyes flicker 
toward him. Not once did he look up, every move seeming completely reflexive as he reached into his back 


pocket, removing his pack of cigarettes, only two missing. His hand lingered, and removed his lighter as well, 


pausing in the middle of the sidewalk to light one up. 


As he slid the cigarettes and lighter away and took his first drag, he watched a few people pass, slowly looking 
around. Where to go, where to go, where to go. his sole purpose wasn't to get wasted, so a bar wouldn't be 


the place to go. But then again, he wanted to see if he could find Scott, so a bar might just be the place to go. 


So, he'd duck into the first one he came across, he decided, starting to walk back down the sidewalk. He took a 
drag, mulling over his thoughts more. It had been two weeks running since anyone else in the band had heard 


from Scott Not a visit, phone call, not even a fucking post card. They'd checked his house; no one was around. 


Deep down, they knew what he was probably up to. Holed up in some hotel room, shooting up like there was no 
tomorrow. Of course, there was always that off chance that he was in some seedy little bar getting plastered 


instead. One could only hope. 


He hadn't always been a egomaniacal turtle that retreated into his shell and left everyone high and dry 
whenever he felt like it. Once upon a time, he was a reliable person, believe it or not. You never had to wonder 
if he'd bother to show up, or if he'd alienate himself from everyone, just like he was doing now. But of course, 


once upon a time was always a long time ago. 


He took another drag of his cigarette, eyes glancing from sign to sign, when he finally just decided the hell with 
it and stepped into the closest door, a satisfied smirk growing on his face when he was it was the perfect 
place to start his search. 


The bar was lit dimly, and had a somewhat-sleazy atmosphere to it. Lamps with yellow shades hung low, giving 
it an eerie effect. As he took a few steps inside, the smell of cigarettes, warm beer, and sorted affairs crept 


up to his nostrils. Ah, yes, it was just the place that Scott Weiland would be found. 


With a listless smirk, he scanned the room, eyes skimming over the assembly of people around the bar. He saw 
no one he recognized, yet, anyway. His smirk slowly faded into a frown, flicking away ashes of his cigarette. He 
brushed past a few people without a word, clearly a man on a mission. What that mission was, though, he 


wasn't too sure of. 


He had a bit of it planned out. Find Scott, then get him to sober the fuck up. There were steps in between, 
though. That's where the plan got foggy. He'd fight with tooth and nail whenever they so much as offered help, 
so usually, they didn't. But this was different. He was itching to record something, so it wasn't like he was 
helping Scott for the sake of helping Scott. He was helping Scott for the sake of helping himself. 


The next few minutes ticked by like an eternity as he strolled through the bar, surveying the strange faces 
around him. No, no, no, no.. he didn't recognize any of them. Not even five minutes in, he wanted to just give 
up and go home. He never expected it to be such a trying task to just track down a friend; he never expected 


to have to keep reminding himself that if he gave up, he'd regret it. 


Dean found himself a dark corner to hide out in, hoping no one noticed when he stubbed out his cigarette on 


the wall behind him, eyes flickering around still. Hope of finding Scott had been dismal at first, but it was 


beginning to seem like a fleeting desire. 


But all was not lost. He could still get himself something to drink. Mull over his thoughts more, hell, maybe 
even get a good buzz going too, if for nothing more than to numb the pain of boredom. But his fingers stil 
ached to lay something down, something good. He yearned to having some kind of purpose when he touched the 
strings of his guitar, and for that, he needed Scott. 


So he dragged himself from the shadows again, only earning the attention of a few people's quick glances as he 
passed. He glanced between the walls and the floor, trying not to make eye contact with anyone and search the 
faces for Scott all at the same time. Unfortunately for him, that was proving to be difficult. As he scanned 
the floor briefly, he stepped around one person easily, only to slam straight into another. 


Wincing before looking up, he spat out an apology, cutting himself off when he saw who stood before him. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
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"Hey, Robert." Dean mumbled dryly, wrenching a slight scowl into a smirk as he eyed his brother nonchalantly. 


"How are you." 


The younger DeLeo wrinkled his nose, glancing down at the other. "Dude, what clawed its way up your ass?" he 


asked quickly, suppressing an amused smile. 


Dean didn't bother answering, he simply shot Robert one of those big brother looks that still, amazingly 


enough, managed to shut him up. 


"Okay." Robert drawled on, soft smile growing on his face, "You do look pissed, though. Are you, or did you 
face just get frozen like that?" 


With that remark, Dean didn't even bother with one of his looks. Instead, he pushed past him, walking to the 


bar. 


"Awww, come on, don't get your panties all up in a knot, Dean." Robert went on, following after him. He stopped 
next to him, their shoulders brushing. Dean glanced up at him, and brushed off his shoulder like Robert was 
diseased, a ghost of a glower on his face. Robert managed a smile, but knew there was no point. Trying to 
cheer up Dean was like trying to get a little kid on Santa's lap at the mall to cheer up; otherwise, it was damn 


near impossible. 
‘lm really, really not in the mood to hang out with you Robert, so..yeah. Shoo. Go do..whatever, | don't care." 


"The fuck am l, eight?" he asked, eyebrows raised. All he was trying to do was be nice, and, in his own words, 
find out what had clawed its way up his brother's ass. 


"No, you're twenty-eight. You just act like you're eight.” Dean mumbled in response, sitting himself down on a 
bar stool, grimacing as it wobbled slightly. 


"You're a dick, you know that?" Robert shot back, sitting down next to him, his eyes narrowing as he spoke, 
hoping in the back of his mind that the stool would break and send him to the ground, hopefully to make a 
painful landing. 


"Uh huh.." Dean mumbled, not paying attention at all to his brother as he asked the bartender for a beer and 
steadied the stool. 


"This is what | mean." Robert continued, shaking his head as he was offered one as well. "This is a prime 


example of your..dicketry.” 


Dean quirked an eyebrow, looking at his brother as the drink was set on the bar before him with a dull thud. 
"You just made that word up." 


"No, no | didn't," he insisted, slouching forward so his elbows rested on the scuffed mahogany before him, like a 
kid who was hell bent on not paying attention in school. 


"And this is what | mean" 


Robert stewed for a moment, simply staring at his brother. "I think I'm gonna need a beer, too." he grumbled 


sarcastically, Dean rolling his eyes in response. 


"You don't even drink, Robert," he said, going into another eye-roll, his annoyance clear in his voice. He started 
to reach for his beer, but paused to withdraw his hand and rest it 


"See? That's how much of a dick you are, you can drive me to it" 


Dean shook his head, an amused look on his face. "Just shut up already.."Mock-offense plastered itself onto 
Robert's face, coaxing the slightest of smiles onto Dean's face, though it was fleeting. 


"What a way to talk to your brother, Dean," he joked, "Good job." Their smiles faded into a somewhat awkward 
silence, Robert pressing his lips together as he mulled over a touchy question "So..why are you here, anyway? 


Looking for Scott?" 


Dean quirked an eyebrow and looked his brother in the eye. "Is it too hard to imagine me going out to relax?" 


he asked, cynicism dripping from his voice. 
'So..you're looking for Scott, then" 


Dean went to reach for his beer again, but set his hand on the table instead, drumming on the bar randomly. 
"What does it matter, anyway?" he asked, hiding the slight exasperation. It was all too ironic that while looking 
for someone, he'd get held up by the person who annoyed him most, and then be grilled about looking for the 


person he was looking for. 


"Am | boring you? Already?" Robert asked, eyes somewhat weary, seeming out of place with his smirk, "Or 
would you rather just be using your time to track down the long-lost Mr. Weiland?" 


Dean's fingers hit the bar harder, and he leaned his head forward slightly, making sure that his hair hid the 


glower on his face. "You just like seeing how far you can push me, don't you." 


Robert's smirk grew, his brother's glower only sharpening. "Jesus, it was a simple yes or no. No need to get 


your panties up in a bunch." 


With a fluid motion, Dean finally reached forward and took his beer, setting it back down for a moment to wipe 
the sweat from the bottle off on his jeans. "So what if I'm trying to track him down. The sooner | find him, the 


sooner we can all just..move the fuck along, right?" 


"Mhm hmm," Robert nodded, trying to put his thoughts into actual words. The crack of the cap from the 
bottle roused him, and he watched his brother take a drink from the corner of his eye, instead of trying to 
figure out how to say what he wanted to. 


Dean quickly noticed the glance, setting the bottle back down, the clank drowned out by the other noises 


around them. "You're looking at me funny..why are you looking at me funny?" 


"No I'm not." Robert insisted, looking down at the mahogany surface before him, picking up tapping his fingers 
on it where Dean had left off. Another awkward silence befell them, where it came from, though, neither was 


sure of. 


"So. think I'll go," Dean said before taking another quick swig, setting the bottle down, still half-full. "No point in 
staying, is there." 


"No, guess not..." Robert said, trailing off as he watched Dean rifle through his pockets for his wallet, setting a 
five on the bar. Was he getting ditched? He was getting ditched! And all he wanted to do was talk to his own 
brother. Must be too much to ask for anymore, he thought to himself. 


Just as Dean stood and straightened himself out, Robert finally thought of a way to say what he wanted to. 


"Hey, dude, wait a sec, |--" 


"lIl see ya, Rob," he said, taking a few backward steps toward the door. Before Robert could spit it out, Dean 
turned his back and walked out. 


wun 


The time it took for Dean to get home only let his thoughts stew more in his mind, and they were boiling up 
to a critical level. All he wanted was one change, just one change in the present situation. He was almost at the 


level of asking any deity that would listen to just throw him some sort of proverbial bone. Almost, anyway. 


As he stood at his front door, giving the knob the jiggle it required to come loose, he couldn't help but hope 
that Scott would simply show up on his doorstep. It was possible, he'd done it before, needing a place to crash 
after getting into a fight with his girlfriend, or simply being too drunk and spitting out Dean's address instead 


of his own to a cab driver. 


But that would never happen. Lately it seemed whenever he wanted something to happen, it would never, ever 


happen. Everything would turn around in the opposite direction it should've. It was like he was a bane to his 


own good luck. 


Slowly, he released the doorknob, staring at it for a moment. It wouldn't open. Of course. He rattled it again, 
giving the door a shove with his shoulder. It finally opened, but he almost fell to the floor when it gave way, 
flailing around to grab at anything he could to support himself. 


"Yep..bane of my own good luck" he murmured, reaching to flick a light on As he dug through his pockets and 
set his keys onto the small table by the door with a clank, he nudged said door shut with his foot, he heard 
the faint sounds of panting and a chain clinking, a weary smile growing on his face as his chocolate lab rounded 


the corner, the dog's own version of a happy grin plastered on his face. 


"Hey, Sam.." he said happily, leaning down and scratching the dog's ears. "At least someone's happy to see me, 


huh, buddy." 


He smiled in spite of himself, the dog pausing to lick his hand. "Good boy.." Dean murmured, trying his hardest 
not to start with baby-talk. He finally pulled his hand back, dragging his feet as he walked into the next room, 
the dog following, his tail wagging furiously. 


With a bit of a running start, he jumped over the back of the couch, landing on the cushions with a dull thud 
and a creak of a spring. He smirked at himself, quite happy that he didn't jump to far and crack his head, like 
he did the last time he tried to pull that stunt off. With a soft groan he slumped to the side, shutting his 


eyes. A moment later, he could feel his dog's hot breath on his face. 


"Not now Sammy, please?" he said, trying to swat the dog away. The dog wouldn't move, still standing face to 
face with his master. Dean peeled an eye open, and all desire to lock the dog in another room melted away 


when he saw the blissfully stupid look on its face. 


Fine, you can stay," he murmured, reaching up and rubbing its ears idly. With a sigh, he continued to glance 
between a spot on the wall and the dog, a frown becoming prevalent on his features. "Should've gotten a 


bloodhound," Dean continued, the dog tilting its head as he scratched behind one of its ears. "Could've tracked 
Scott down by now..." 


The motions of his hand ceased as he slowly repeated what he had just said. His frown grew. In the silence of 
the empty house, he had been able to hear his own voice. Much to his own dismay, he sounded worried. Very 


worried, in fact. 


"But its just so we can get into the studio and finally fucking record something, so you know." he added 
quickly, like the dog would question his intentions. He exchanged glances with the dog, finally just going back to 
rubbing its ears. 


"I don't know why l'm worried. | shouldn't be.." he mumbled. He paused for a moment, as if he were expecting 


an answer, but then he remembered it was his dog he was spilling his heart out to. "I'll bet this is what those 


cat ladies do when they get lonely." he said matter-of-factly, rolling over a bit to stare up at the ceiling. 


"Fuck, that was an awful joke," Dean said to himself. He sighed, then glimpsed at the dog from the corner of his 
eye. "This is fucking pathetic." But of course, he had nothing better to do than to be pathetic. 


"All Scott's fucking fault. Isn't it, Sammy," he mumbled, the dog starting to lick his hand again. "All that fuck 
has to do is show the fuck up..." 


Dean let the silence around him envelop him, eyes shut, arms folded across his chest as if he were defying 
some unseen source. With a slight scowl on his face, he sat in the quiet, simply brooding. A few minutes later, 


his eyes peeling open at the offensive sound of his phone ringing in the next room piercing the calm. 


Chapter 3 
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The look that chiseled itself onto Dean's face made him seem like he'd just seen someone raping a sheep. His 
eyes strained through the darkness at his clock, and he sighed when he saw that it really wasn't too late for 
phone calls, it just seemed that way in his mind. 


He thought of getting up to answer for a brief second. But his legs felt like lead, and even though he had the 


slightest inkling to get up and answer, his body was making the smart choice for him. 


It rang once, twice. He was still staring up at the ceiling as it rang a third time, fingers tapping on the cushions 
beneath him. Whoever was calling him must've been fucking dense to not realize that he wasn't ever going to 
pick up if he hadn't by the fourth ring. Dean started chewing his lip at the fifth ring, wishing that an 


answering machine would fall out of the sky and take it for him. 


It rang yet again, and the grating, high-pitched sound was starting to get to him. He glanced at his dog next to 
him, who stared with a goofy stare, tongue hanging out of its mouth. 


"You want me to get it too, huh," he said softly, hearing it ring a seventh time. "Jesus God, that's a persistent 
fucker." he murmured lowly, slowly sitting up. He scrubbed at his face with the palm of his hand, blinking a 
few times as he straightened his legs and stood. Who stayed on the phone that long? It'd rung at least ten 
times, didn’t they get the point? 


He strode down the hall with a scowl, brushing some of his hair behind his ear, only to have it fall defiantly 
back into place in his eyes. He dreaded the thought of talking to someone when he was still trapped halfway 
between the real world and his own, still letting his thoughts stew in his mind. Maybe he wouldn't talk to 
anyone; maybe he could just pull the plug of the phone and imagine the disappointed face of his would-be caller 
with a satisfied smirk. Or maybe he'd just pull that old trick halfway through a conversation ‘Hello? | can't 


hear you..you're breaking up’, followed, as always, by a resounding click. 


It rang again as he set his fingers on the receiver, mulling over the third option of simply picking up, then 
hanging up. But he could feel the slightest of tingles on the back of his neck. Then he thought, if someone 


stayed on the line this long, wouldn't be a damn important phone call? 


Another ring, and it sounded as apprehensive as a phone could sound, like it was the last ring that call would 
spawn. Going against every diabolical thing he had planned to do, he yanked the receiver from its cradle and 
pressed it to his ear. 


"Um. Hello?" 

He waited, hearing the shifting of cloth, and the phone on the other end smacking into something. "Hello?" 
"Yeah..hi Dean. This is you, right?" a familiar, familiar voice sputtered. 

"Mhm hmm, it is my fucking house, Scott," he said churlishly. What perfect timing that Scott should decide to 
call him just when he was getting desperate in his search. Maybe he wasn't a bane to his own good luck, 


anyway. "You okay?" 


"Yeah..m fine. Need a ride. Can you give me a ride?" Scott asked, slurring his words slightly. There was more 


shifting of cloth, and the receiver once again hit something. 


Dean paused for a moment. He couldn't believe it, Scott was practically delivering himself on a silver platter. He 


wouldve jumped at the opportunity, but he felt like tempting fate. 


"Why can't you just call a cab?" Dean inquired, a hint of cynicism dancing in his voice. 


Apparently, Scott didn't pick up on it. "No money." he explained, not helping move the conversation along. 


Dean wrought his scowl into a frustrated smirk. "No money? A lot of good that'll do. What'd you spend it all 
on?" he asked, propping himself up against the wall behind him. 


"Tha's none of your business," Scott answered, his reply not much louder then a murmur. "I don't wanna play 


Twenty-one questions, dude..can you pick me up, or not?" 


Dean pursed his lips. He could think of plenty of rude comments, but while he liked to press his luck on 
occasion, he didn't want to press it any further. "Yeah, sure, whatever. Where are you?" 


"Uhh..a payphone." Scott answered, the sound of his feet shuffling against the cement beneath him loud enough 
to get picked up by said phone. 


"| figured that, genius," Dean started, pausing to release a heavy, weary sigh. He was beginning to get a good 
idea of what he'd spent all that money he tended to carry around on. "Now, which payphone are you at, Scott? 


There are tons. Can you give me an idea which?" 


He could picture the glower forming on Scott's face, with eyes that, if he could, he'd set the first person he 
saw on fire with his mind. Scott always ended up looking like some little, pouting kid, no matter how hard he 


tried to look evil. "So.." Dean continued, smirking to himself in satisfaction, "You gonna give me a hint?" 


‘Oh..go fuck yourself," Scott grumbled. "Maybe I'll just call Eric or something, he'll give me a ride, and won't be 
a dick about it" 


"Yes. Yes he will. Anyway. Where are you?" Dean asked, desperately wanting to get everything done and over 
with as fast as he could 


wvunu 


Dean slowed his car to a stop at a red light, slouching forward and resting his head on the steering wheel with 
a heavy sigh. The directions Scott had given were vague, at best, and as he neared where he was supposed to 


be, the sinking feeling that he'd be stuck on a wild goose chase into the wee hours of the morning. 


But at the moment, all he had to worry about was the light that loomed above him, glowing an offensive shade 
of red, and seeming to stay that way forever. 


"C'mon." he grumbled, forehead still pressed against the steering wheel, "Turn green already, you fucking light" 
Yet again, he was going through the whole process of thought that led him to believe he was his own bad luck 
charm. There he was, stuck at a light on a practically abandoned street, ready to bash his own skull in 


Finally, it changed to green, blessed green. He started driving again, shoulders hunched. He flicked on his turn 
signal, the resonating clicking sound filling his ears, and he turned to the right, watching the street bathed in 
gentle orange light. It was tranquil, almost soothing. For a short moment, he had a thought about something 
other then how angry he was at Scott. That moment lasted until he turned again, spying a figure standing on 


the corner by a pay phone, covered with the ethereal orange glow. 


"Fuck..he gave me the right place.." he murmured, pulling his car into a vacant spot on the side of the street. 
In a fluid motion he grabbed his keys and opened the door, stepping onto the pavement. He waited in silence for 
Scott to snap out of his reverie and finally detect his presence. Dean waited a moment more before shutting 


the door with force, the sound echoing between the buildings around them. 
Scott's head shot up, and he eyed Dean for a moment. "That you?" he asked quietly 

"No, its Santa" Dean mumbled, walking around his car and to the sidewalk 

"What was that?" Scott asked, propped up against the body of the phone like some doll 

Dean grimaced as he got closer, able to see firsthand how bad off Scott was. 'I said yeah." he answered 
softly, for once choosing to spare the comment out of something other then his own laziness. Even through 


the orange light, he could see the weariness in his sunken eyes, the circles around them that looked like faded 


bruises. 


He looked like he had just been plucked from some desert island. Thinner then he should be, dark stubble 
peppering his cheeks, and the way he was holding himself made it seem like he had all but given up hope on 
being rescued, that childish sort of happiness that he evoked seeming like a distant memory. He looked hollow, 


hopeless, and it all almost made Dean feel a twinge of guilt for not going out to look for him sooner. Almost. 


"So..uh, get in, I'll give you that ride." Dean said, almost stumbling over his words, motioning behind him toward 
the car. Scott simply eyed him, taking one last, long drag from his cigarette before listlessly flicking it to the 
cement, putting little effort into grinding out the embers. 


Dean took a few steps back, his eyes glued on Scott as he walked toward the car. There was definitely 
something wrong, and he could tell from the absence of the bounce that had once been in his step that no one 


who hadn't known him would ever know about. 


He slowly joined Scott in the car, flopping into the driver's seat and watching Scott rub his hands up and down 
the upholstered seat like it was some fascinating new invention. Still watching him, Dean shut the door, the 


sound breaking their silence. 
'So..you're house, right?" he asked, keys jingling as he slid one into the ignition 
"No," Scott said curtly, staring forward, "The Ramada Inn" 


Dean kept on watching him. "That's where you've been?" he asked, starting the car. He waited for a response, 


watching Scott light a cigarette with precision. 


"Yeah," Scott answered quickly, holding the cigarette to his lips and taking a drag. Dean kept on watching him, 
trying hard to focus on Scott and not backing into the car parked behind his. 


"Why not your house, man? What about your wife?" Dean asked, finally backing out of the tight spot. 


"What about her." Scott answered flatly, acid in his voice. Dean pursed his lips, really not wanting to pry into 


whatever marital problems he was having. So he focused on the road, starting down the street. 


"You were alone, then?" Dean asked, watching smoke pour from Scotts lips. He couldn't help but study him, he 
seemed unusually ghostlike, whether it was the pose he had taken, the ethereal orange light, or his overall 
poor condition. But that wasn't important. But he still had questions; he wouldn't take Scott anywhere until he 


got the answers. 


Scott's lips curved into the smallest of smirks, the whole thing very sinful. Finally, his eyes shifted, and they 
made contact with Dean's. "Who ever said | was alone?" he asked, quickly looking back at his cigarette with a 


look in his eye like it was his last friend on Earth. 
Dean pressed his foot on the gas more, wondering if what he had just felt was a pang of jealousy at the 
mention of someone else. The question burned in his mind, and he shifted his concentration solely to the road 


ahead, picking up the speed just slightly. 


When they came to a red light, Dean looked over at Scott, looking him over, particularly the arm he had 


outstretched on the armrest, cigarette clenched in the fingers of its hand. He could easily see the needle 
marks up and down his forearm, even in the dim light. He mulled over that nugget of information, then looked 
back ahead at the intersection, one street leading to the hotel where Scott had been hiding, the other leading 
to Dean's own house. He looked back at the singer, and when the light changed, he took a turn toward the 
latter. 


As he did so, an awkward silence befell them. Both stared straight ahead, neither even attempting to steal a 
quick glance at the other. Only the sound of the tires moving against the pavement could be heard for what 


seemed like an eternity, though, in reality, it was only a few minutes. 
"You're going the wrong way," Scott said quietly, finally breaking the quiet. 
Dean glanced at Scott, then back at the needle marks on his arm. "I know | am." 


Scott's eyes narrowed. "This isn't funny," he said sharply, pausing to take another drag, "Is everything some 
stupid joke to you, or is it that you just fucking enjoy being an asshole all the time?" 


Dean tried focusing on the road, but he couldn't help but think awful thoughts of stopping the car and tossing 
Scott out, or worse yet, not even bothering to stop the car at all. But when Dean looked back at him, even 
through the cloud of light smoke and abstract orange light, he could see the hint of helplessness in his eyes. 


Scott reached over, waving his hand next to his face in defiance. "Are you gonna answer, or stare?" 


Dean let a reflexive scowl appear on his face. "Yes, I'm going to answer," he spat back, making another turn 


"Whether you like it or not, you're in terrible shape--" 
"Oh, shut up, | don't need a lecture." Scott whined, taking another drag. "Just take me to the fucking hotel, ‘k?" 


Another silence fell over them. They wouldn't even look at each other, not even to roll their eyes. Dean let 
himself go back to brooding, especially about how mean Scott could be when he was smashed. He listened 


absently to Scott tapping his fingers on the armrest, making another turn, pulling into his driveway. 


He glanced over, watching Scotts eyes light up for a brief moment. He quirked an eyebrow, but quickly turned 
his head back to the road as Scott craned his head over to look at him. 


"Your house?" he asked sarcastically, acting like it was no big deal as he stubbed out his cigarette on the 


armrest when the ashtray was only a foot away. 


"Yeah," Dean muttered, glancing first at the burn mark, then at Scott. "My house." He wasn't about to let Scott 
disappear into some drug haze again, not when he had just found him. What better place was there to keep 


track of him then his own house? 


Dean kept on watching Scott, pulling the key out of the ignition He should've been kicking and screaming by 


then, but he was acting like he was okay with being taken somewhere against his own will. He hadn't seemed 


that way before, though. Not until he realized where they were going.. 


Dean dismissed the train of thought; it didn't matter, anyway. Without a word toward the other man, he 
opened the door and got out, shutting the door quickly. He watched Scott in silence, watching as he wobbled 
slightly, setting his hands on the car for balance. 


"Wait..you don't even have a guest room." Scott mumbled, looking at Dean with eyebrows raised. "You aren't 


gonna make me take the couch, right? Couches do murder on my back.." 


Dean rolled his eyes a little, starting toward the walkway, wondering who was controlling his voice box as he 
spoke. "If its that big of a deal, you can sleep in my room." He stopped by the steps, watching the odd look 
appear on Scotts face as he followed, staggering just a little. 


"Where would that put you, exactly?" Scott asked, looking much less disgusted as Dean had imagined him 


reacting. 


"Couch, | guess." he answered, gripping the other man by the shoulder. Scott eyed him, but the look softened 
when he realized Dean was only helping him up the stairs. 


"You should've just taken me to the hotel." he said, trailing off and leaning on him. Dean blinked a few times, 
but shrugged it off, not even bothering to answer. 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Reposted. I'll hug ya if you re-review! :) 


Sunlight streamed into the small bedroom through the drapes, falling onto the bed where Scott was finally 


rousing from his sleep. 


His fingers twisted in the sheets beneath him as he stirred. He was so insanely comfortable; he wanted to 
trick his body into going right back to sleep, like he never woke up in the first place. His eyes hurt too much 
to open them, anyway; he'd fallen asleep with his contacts in again, a bad habit of his. He dreaded the painful 
burning of peeling his eyes open, so much that maybe if he just went back to sleep, it would be gone the next 
time he woke up. 


Yawning softly, he pulled the fluffy blanket he was wrapped in tighter around himself. They weren't the usual 
scratchy, stiff linens of the hotel. Had they finally gotten around to replacing them, maybe? That would be 
nice. He snuggled himself in more, treasuring the warmth. Had they replaced the mattress, as well? It was 
much more comfortable, fit him like a glove. He could feel himself being enveloped by sleep again. But how 


couldn't he, he was so cozy and secure that it brought a warm smile to his face. 


He reached an arm up, skin tingling as the cool air touched it. He wrapped it around the pillow, hugging it close 
and nuzzling his face into it. He couldn't stop thinking about how comfortable it was, or how pleasing the scent 
was. He got another good whiff, and he recogrized it immediately, and he recognized that it was definitely, 
definitely not the scent of the Ramada. 


‘Mmm..Dean.." he cooed happily, still half-asleep. His warm smile grew into a lazy grin, and he got himself even 


more comfortable, until every little detail clicked in his mind. 


His eyes flew wide open, despite the pain from being so dry. He shot upright, inadvertently flinging himself over 
the edge of the bed that he was so close to, hitting the hard wood beneath him with a loud thud and a 
whimper of pain. He quickly sat back up, eyes watering in a mixture of pain and dryness, rubbing his back. His 
eyes darted around, examining the bed. Upon closer inspection, he could see that there was no sign of anyone 


else in it, let alone evidence of sex. 


Scott let out a heavy sigh of relief, rubbing his red eyes. He clutched his chest for a brief moment, trying to 
hide the fact that he was ecstatic he hadn't slept with Dean in exchange for someplace to stay. Sure, Dean 
never took sex in exchange for anything, but Scott was sure he must've thrown himself all over him since he 


was drunk, he did that to everyone. 


"Fuck." he murmured, rubbing his eyes more. With another sigh, he straightened his shirt out, then reached 


into his pocket, grabbed his wallet, and examined the contents. "Fuck..guess | do have enough for a cab." 


wun 


Dean sat, slumped over the table in his kitchen, eyeing a cup of cold coffee beside him with contempt, wishing 
it would just disappear. He had his head rested in his hand, a less-then pleased look in his face. He shifted 
slightly and pushed the coffee cup aside, wincing at the crick in his neck, which was from sleeping on the 
couch. An unhappy frown marred his face. His goal was to make Scott comfortable so he wouldn't run off, not 


to take away his own comfort. 


He sighed audibly, the sound echoing from the white linoleum the covered the floor and walls. He slouched 
more, staring at the clock. Almost noon, and Scott still hadn't bothered to show his face. 


Dean felt hot breath on his leg and looked down, seeing his dog peering up at him with ever-gleeful eyes. He 
didn't even crack a smile, like he usually did; his neck hurt too badly. He scratched behind the dog's ears lazily, 
then looked back at the clock. 


"He gets two minutes, Sammy," he said to the dog, still rubbing its ears, "Then we go in there and drag his ass 
out of bed. How's that sound?" 


The sound of expensive shoes against the linoleum filled the air, and Dean looked up, seeing Scott leaning in the 


doorway, a smug little look on his face. 


"Two minutes is all | get? Oh, how kind. Motel 8 would've kept the lights on for me.." he said, examining his nails 


as he talked 
"Yeah, well, they want you out by eight, and its noon. | think that's a better deal, don't you?" Dean asked with a 
hint of sarcasm, listening to the clicks that echoed across the floor as his dog bound over to Scott, giving him 


a good sniff and a goofy grin. 


Scott eyed the dog for a moment, trying to will it back to its master. Dean couldn't help but smirk as Scott 
yanked his hand away to avoid being licked. 


"Jesus, Scott..she doesn't bite," he laughed, watching the singer look up with apprehensive eyes. "That is, unless 


| tell her to." 
Dean bit back more laughter as Scott took a step back, eyeing the dog with contempt. 


"Yeah, well," Scott started, looking up with narrow eyes. "I'm gonna go. Thanks for the ride n' stuff" Dean 
watched in silence as Scott started to back out of the kitchen, words pushing to escape his lips. 


"Hey, Scott?" he called after him, tipping his chair back on its back two legs, "If you plan on me coming to your 


rescue again like the night in shining armor | am," he murmured, making sure some of his hair was in his face 


to add affect, "You better get some backup plan, ‘cause | won't." 


He watched Scott stop, spin on a heel, and take a few steps back into the doorway of the kitchen. He looked at 


him, eyes angry. 


"The fuck is up your ass? | said ‘thank you', what more do you want?" Scott demanded. Dean rolled his eyes, 
setting the chair back on all four of its legs. 


"All l'm saying is that if you fuck yourself up again, | won't pluck you out of your own stew." he explained 
simply. 


Scott scowled, forcing that eyes of fire look onto his own face. "You..you fucker. | helped you out all the time, 


now you're just gonna blow me off? You're an asshole." 


Deon rolled his eyes again, trying not to smirk He could practically see the steam pouring out of Scott's ears, 
and after how angry said singer had made him over the past days, he couldn't help but find it gratifying. 
"You're an asshole, too, Scott. A huge, gaping asshole." 


Scott looked like he could leap over the table and strangle him, and Dean fought tooth and nail against a 
lopsided grin. 


Dean smirked more. If Scott had anything in reach to throw at him at that moment, he would've, and he'd had 


made sure it was nice and heavy, too. 


A heavy sigh resounded through the room, and Scott shut his eyes, hung his head. He took a moment, silently 


counting to ten in his mind. "You know what, Dean?" he asked, his voice close to cracking. 


"What, you hate me?" Dean responded cynically, slouching forward and tapping his fingers on the table, 


somewhat bored, somewhat nervous of what would happen next. 


"Well, that's on the list." he mumbled under his breath. The drumming of Dean's fingers quickened, and he 
offered up a mirthless laugh. 


"You know what, Scott?" Dean asked, mocking him, "Just leave, okay? Before | actually get pissed off, just go. 
And don't let the door hit you on the ass on your way out. And get some help, too, would you?" Dean couldn't 
help but mentally kick himself. Fuck, Scott had practically delivered himself on a silver platter, and here he was, 
telling him to leave in his regularly, rude tone. Stupid, stupid, stupid. 


It took a moment for what Dean had said to register in Scott's mind. But when it did, a blast of fiery anger 
filled his eyes. "Fine. Fine, I'll fucking go. Its what | fucking wanted in the first place. You were the one who 
dragged me here, anyway. Wait, if you wanted me here, why in hell are you throwing me out? Oh, fuck it. It 
doesn't matter. I'll just go. Okay? I'm leaving.’ 


Dean watched in aggravated silence as Scott spun on a heel of one of those expensive shoes, letting his head 
fall forward and hit the table, frowning at his own actions for once. Fuck, that was a really stupid move. Now 
he'd have to track Scott down again, and this time, Scott would be pissed out at him. 


"Great, just great” he mumbled, forehead still pressed against the table. He felt his dog's hot breath on his leg, 
and he glanced down, the dog's face unusually sad-looking. Lazily, he moved his hand to rub the dog's ears, 


smirking slightly. "I fucked up, huh..” 


woun 


Scott growled angrily to himself, marching down the sidewalk. He'd only gone a few blocks, and already his feet 


ached, and the muscles in his legs burned. 


"Dean's such a fucking asshole.." he huffed, pausing to scope out where he was. He didn't even remember why 
he decided to walk so far. Was he trying to make some sort of point? Eh, whatever it was, he didn't really 


care anymore. He'd gotten far enough away from Dean's to make whatever statement he had in mind. 


He remembered that cash he had, then as he strained his eyes, he saw a pay phone just down the block. He 
would just call a cab, go back to his hotel room, and spend some time with the stripper he'd be crashing with. 


She was always good company, even if she was a few cards short of a full deck. 


Scott scoffed to himself as he strode across the street. "He's such an idiot," he spat to himself, sneering, "| 


don't need help. | don't. He's the one that needs help, that fucking psycho..." 


As his feet hit the sidewalk, he shoved his hands into his pockets as deep as he could get them. All he was 
able to do was brood until he reached the payphone, digging through his pockets for change. 


"Oh, fucking A, this is so fucking magnificent.” he growled when he found none, completely disregarding all of 
the semi-offended looks he was getting from passerby. 


He checked his pockets one last time, then reached forward, scouring the change return for any forgotten 
money. His face brightened immediately when he felt the ridges of a quarter's edge, a grimace once again 


appearing when he felt the still-wet gum it was stuck in 


"Son of a bitch!" he screeched, jerking his hand away, wiping off his hand on his shirt. This time, he noticed the 
looks, and eyed everyone with disdain, curling his lip like an angry dog. He huffed and puffed, still wiping his hand 
off. He couldn't stop cringing in disgust and contempt, and he knew if he saw whoever had planned out this 
stupid prank, he'd punch them until they were spitting teeth. 


But first, he had to get back to his hotel. He needed to relax, clear his head. There were too many evil 
thoughts on his mind for him to think clearly. Sure, he knew he'd still want to punch that stupid punk kid, and 
Dean, for that matter, but at least he wouldn't, if he got the chance to relax. But relaxation required his hotel 
room, which required a cab to get to, which required being called, which required the quarter in the change 


return, covered in gum. 


Scott took a deep breath, looking like he was summoning up the bravery to head into battle. Slowly, he reached 
forward, his mind fighting his body. He glanced down, doing a last-minute scan of the cement below him for 
dropped and forgotten change, but of course, he had no such luck. 


His cringe quickly returned, and he gulped loudly, finally venturing his fingers back in the change return, 
fighting against the mercilessly sticky gum. He looked away as he finally retracted his hand, putting the 


quarter into the phone before wiping the residue of sugar and some idiots slobber from his hand. 


"Fucking A..." he mumbled, picking at some of the fuzz from his shirt that was now stuck to his hand. With a 
heavy, annoyed sigh, he picked up the receiver and glanced over at the phone book that hung from a chain, not 
daring to touch it. 


woun 


Scott sat on the edge of the sidewalk, elbows on his knees, head in his hands. His brows were knitted together, 
with an almost comical frown on his face. His frustration was piqued; Dean had been a total asshole, some idiot 
kid had booby-trapped the pay phone, the operator at the phone company could hardly speak English, and 


someone had even had the nerve to throw spare change at him as they passed. 


"Could've used that ten minutes ago, dickhead." he growled to himself as they walked off, not even looking up. 
Shutting his eyes for a moment, he rubbed his temples, sighing. Where the hell was that cab, anyway? 
Another sigh. It probably got lost in translation 


Just when he hung his head and felt like giving up and walking, he heard an engine slow to a stop. He could've 
sworn a choir of angels started singing when he looked up and saw the cab on the street before him. He 
immediately jumped to his feet, opening the door and jumping into the backseat. 


He sank into the old and worn leather seat, sighing softly. Before the driver could even ask, Scott told him 
where he was going, and even went as far as to tell him the quickest way of getting there. He was desperate 


to get back to that hotel at that point. He needed his safe haven. 


Scott watched the street signs and other cars fly past them with little interest. He was desperate to get back 
and simply relax, and all he could think about was how thankful he was that there was no traffic. All of his 
thoughts seemed to congeal, nothing coherent going through his mind, except that he needed that familiar liquid 
relaxation he had stashed in that hotel. 


All he wanted was his junk and his girl, they always helped, never asked any questions, they understood him. 
That was all he wanted, all he needed. What he didn't need were people like Dean constantly on his case, asking 


all sorts of hypocritical questions. 


But then again, he couldn't help but wonder why the mere thought of Dean always seemed to bring the 


calamity and chaos in his own mind to an end, if only momentary. 


As the car came to a stop, he was wrenched from his reverie. He looked up, and let out a sigh of relief. He 
couldn't help but think it took much to long to get there, but really, he didn't care anymore. It was only a few 


more minutes to relief, and that's all that mattered. 


"Thanks." he said quickly, fumbling to get out of the car and retrieve his wallet from his pocket at the same 
time. The cab driver indicated the fare meter in the console, but Scott didn't look. He didn't care. 


He took a few random bills from his wallet, not caring that he'd just handed over sixty dollars for a ride that 
cost much less. The driver grinned at him as he counted the money, nodding as he thanked him. Scott didn't 


even listen, slamming the door inadvertently and walking toward the front door. 


"Just a few more minutes," he whispered to himself, as he headed inside with long strides, "Just a few more 


minutes.” 


That quickly became his mantra as he fumbled for his room key, stepping into the elevator. Chewing his lip and 
tapping his foot idly, he pressed the button of the floor he wanted over and over, then the one marked ‘door 


close’, praying silently that no one else would enter the elevator with him. 


Thankfully for him, no one did. He sighed heavily in relief as the doors clicked closed, finger his key as the 
elevator began its ascent. With another sigh, he leaned back against the wall behind him, shutting his eyes. 
Every time he'd hear the ding around him signaling he'd gone up another floor, he'd hear Dean's voice in his 


head, telling him he needed help. 


"He's such a fucking asshole, he doesn't know what he's talking about." he told himself, still twisting the key 
around between his fingers. Another ding, and he heard those words again. "I do not.." he continued muttering, 
peeling his eyes open One last floor, thank fucking God, he thought, scowling at nothing in particular. "I don't 
need fucking help," he rambled on, as if he was trying to prove something to the phantom voice, "He needs 
fucking help. Lunatic." 


Another ding, and then Scott heard the sound of the doors clicking apart, then sliding open slowly. 


"Thank holy fuck." he mumbled to himself, trailing off as he slipped through the metal doors, not bothering to 
wait for them to open completely. With long strides he marched down the hallway, the thud of his feet against 
the thin raspberry carpet resounding through the walls. He read the numbers on the door to each room, five, 


six, seven, when he finally stopped at the eighth door, fumbling with the key to unlock it. 


He twisted the key a few times, unable to remember which way unlocked it. Finally, he heard the sweet click of 
the door unlocking, and without bothering to take the key back, he swung the door open 


As he entered, he kicked the door shut behind him, key still in the knob. He glanced around, and smirked slightly 


as he realized what a ‘honey, I'm home’ moment he was having. After a moment, and a few more steps into 


the room, he became aware of the unusual silence around him. 


"Uh..hello?" he asked, unsure of himself. He looked around a bit more, when his eyes fell on a sheet of paper on 
the wall near the door, scrawled on with sloppy, big letters. He squinted, not feeling like exerting the energy to 


walk over and read it, besides, it was written large enough to read from where he was standing, anyway. 


He only had to read the first few lines to figure out what it was. An unhappy frown grew on his face, and his 
heart sank; the stripper that he'd been kind enough to let stay in his hotel room fucking Dear John-ed him. He 
gritted his teeth, then glanced around. At least she was nice enough to leave his dope, or at least say she did 
in her little note. His frown turning into an almost sinister glower, he took a few steps forward and tore the 


note from the wall, crumpling it up and tossing it in the general direction of the trashcan. 


Moving fast, he headed over to the bed, kneeling by its side table. He pulled out the first drawer, then 
slammed it shut again. Nothing. He yanked the drawer below it open and sighing in relief when he saw his kit, 


his precious kit, pristine and untouched. 


His loneliness, stress, and anger all seemed to attack him at once as he dug everything out of the drawer. It 


was all dizzying, and he let himself slip into a blur as he followed the familiar routine. The spoon, the lemon 


juice, the lighter. He felt like he could do this with his eyes closed. 


After a moment, he filled up his syringe, tied off his arm, and without another thought, let the needle sink into 
his skin, breathing a heavy sigh as his desperation finally came to an end. He leaned back against the bed and 
let his head roll back against the mattress, a lazy smile appearing on his lips. His eyes slid shut as he slid the 
needle from his arm, yet another familiar sensation. 


Every unwanted emotion melted away as he untied the tube around his arm, and he felt like he could drift off 
into the temporary serenity he had found. A familiar and unforgettable warmth enveloped him, and he sank low 
to the floor, his smile slowly fading. He heard those words in his head again, haunting him relentlessly. 


"Fuck you, Dean." he mumbled, lips trembling. "I don't have a fucking problem, and | don't need fucking help..” 


Now, if only he could convince himself... 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
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A low rumble of thunder in the distance roused Dean from his silent reverie. He sighed softly as he snapped 
back into reality, the incessant patter of rain as it poured sheet by relentless sheet onto the roof filling his 
ears. Another growl of low thunder pierced the sound of the rain, and he sank deeper into his chair, rubbing 


his temples idly. 


He was incensed with himself over what he had said to Scott. He couldn't believe what he'd done. He had been 
searching far and wide for Scott, and when he finally had him where he wanted him, he fucked up. But then 
again, Scott tended to be like a wild animal. If you fed them enough, they'd show up and look for food, but if 
you did something they didn't particularly like, they'd run off in a heartbeat. 


And that was exactly what happened. He said things that set him off, and he bolted. Starting from nothing and 
finding him again sounded easy enough, but it really seemed like too much to tackle on his own again. He had 
hoped at first that maybe Scott would come back when he'd walked too far, or call again, but he hadn't. Hours 
had passed, and once again, Scott had dropped from the face of the Earth. 


There was no telling what he would do like this. Scott always did something stupid after he would go off in a 
huff, and God only knew what stupid things he had already been doing. Dean couldn't help but feel a strange 
guilt in the pit of his stomach, and couldn't stop wondering if he was okay. 


He let out another sigh, trying to lead his mind away from the thoughts of what Scott was doing. He let his 
eyes slip close languidly, going back to rubbing his temples. This was awful. There was only one reason it was 
all happening to him, though. He really was a bane to his own good luck. 


Thunder rumbled, sounding further off. The rain had slackened somewhat, but it was still coming down with a 
vengeance. With another quiet sigh, he let himself sink further into his chair. The guilt welled up a little as he 
heard the thunder, the sound reminding him of his own voice when he'd argued with Scott. More thunder 
echoed, but this time it sounded close, too close. He peeled an eye open and glanced around, hearing the odd 


thunder yet again. 


"The fuck is that?" he mumbled to himself, straightening out just a little. The pounding echoed through the 


house, and that's when he realized it was only someone at the door. A low, gravelly sigh left his throat. "Fuck" 


He sat still for a moment, sinking back into the overstuffed cushions of the chair, hoping that maybe whoever 


was at the door would just disappear, just like he hoped to do in those cushions. He didn't want to talk to 
anyone. He was still too pissed off. If he bothered answering, he'd end up snapping at them, telling them to fuck 
off. There was a whole range of things he could do, and he could almost imagine himself playing the Russian 


roulette of fucking up. 


More pounding, and he sank even further into the chair. He squeezed his eyes shut, begging whoever it was to 
just leave. There was more loud knocking, and he started to wish he'd trained his dog to be mean and bark at 


the slightest sound. 


He mumbled silently to himself. He sounded like such a crotchety old bitch. Like the kind that would keep 


anything that went over her fence. 
Fuck, he thought bitterly, what in hell is wrong with me? 


Dean's eyes fluttered open. He quickly sat up, head moving side to side as he looked around, listening to more 
knocking. 


He chewed his tongue for a moment, mulling over all the stupid things he could say once again. He heard more 
thunder, followed by more pounding, which sounded just a little more desperate to get inside. 


More time ticked by, and finally, Dean got to his feet, mumbling about how stupid he was as he headed across 
the room, dragging his feet on the carpet. When he finally came to the entranceway, he didn't even look up; he 


reached forward, sighing, staring at the floor as he wrenched the door open. 


He shivered slightly as a blast of cold air entered through the door. Making sure his hair was in his eyes, he 
looked up, pursing his lips when he saw Scott standing in the doorway, dripping with rain 


"It took you long enough," Scott said softly, pushing past him and walking into the house. Dean glanced at his 
shoulder, slightly wet from where Scott had touched him. 


"| really shouldn't have answered at all," he mumbled cynically, half-heartedly listening to the argument that 
went on between his heart and mind. He should just tell him to leave; that's what he promised to do. But 
instead, he stayed quiet, surveying Scott in all of his pathetic glory. That guilt in the pit of his stomach was 
back, and it was eating him up. He was the one who threw him out, the one who had pretty much thrown him 


back into the lions' den. Dean wanted to punch himself in the face. Better yet, he could let Scott-- 
"You were right." 


Dean blinked, snapping himself out of his trivial and self-deprecating thoughts. "I was what?" he asked, truly 
oblivious to what Scott had said. 


"What, you need to hear it again, you arrogant fuck? You were right. You were fucking right, okay? | left, | got 


fucked up, and here | am, crawling back to you on my hands and knees ‘cause | fucked up and need someone to 


pick up the pieces. You were right!" he rambled, wet hands shaking, his distress and agitation evident in his own 
voice. Dean heard him sniffle, but he couldn't tell whether it was from the cold or from actual tears; so he 


brushed it off. 


"| didn't need to hear it again, | didn't hear what you said." Dean muttered under his breath, knowing it was 
useless to defend himself, but doing so anyway. 


Dean felt himself cringe inwardly. In that moment, he realized that he was trapped in a big fucking cycle. 


It doesn't matter. It just doesn’t matter.." Scott went on, eyes clamped shut. Dean was tempted to ask that if 
it didn't matter, why had he shown up, but he knew that would only screw things up more, so he listened in 
silence, trying to figure out what to say. 


Dean took a long pause, staring forward at Scott. He mulled over what he would say in response, biting his lip 


as he calculated every reaction he could have. Finally, he spoke, still sounding apprehensive. 


"What doesn't matter, Scott?" he asked softly, an unusual hint of compassion in his voice. What he had said 
was simple enough, but it had taken forever to find the words. Something in him just wouldn't let him speak, 
not until he was sure that what he was saying wouldn't scare Scott off again. He could see the anguish on 


Scott's face that he tried so desperately to hide, and Dean knew it was his fault it was there. 


He watched as Scott opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out, his teeth clamping down on his lip 
when his voice failed him. In that one moment, he seemed like a lost little child, scared and alone, wondering 


why everyone had abandoned him. 


"It doesn't matter that it doesn't matter. And it doesn't matter that | don't matter to you." he said, his voice 
quiet yet forceful, with a painful innocence hiding in the undertow. Hearing him speak like that made Dean's guilt 
all the more unbearable. Sure, Scott had created this whole mess for himself, and yeah, Dean had thought he 
was helping, but Scotts awful state was all his fault, he was the one who'd made him so miserable. 


“Scott...” he stared shakily, taking a step forward. He took another pause, and then let his voice drop to a 


whisper. "You do matter..." 


Dean bit his lip as soon as he finished speaking, unable to believe what he'd just said. He'd finally admitted it, 
finally let on that he thought of Scott as more then just a singer. The coppery taste of blood met his tongue, 
and he finally released his lip from the death grip his teeth had on it, watching the expression on Scotts face 
turn stony and cold 


"Don't fuck with me, Dean. Just don't!" Scott snapped, eyes gleaming, even in the dim light. "You know what? | 
should go. Again You told me to leave the first time, | don't know why | ever thought it would be a good idea 


to come back." 


Dean let out a loud sigh, totally out of ideas. "You'll just be running in circles if you leave again, Scott, you 


know that. Just stay, you don't even have to look at me if you don't want to. You think you can manage that?" 


Scotts eyes fell to the floor. "Always have to have the last word." he mumbled, letting himself trail off when 
he felt Dean's hot stare boring holes into him. Scott slowly looked back up sheepishly, and their eyes truly met 
for the first time in months. They looked into each other's eyes for a long moment, Scotts shining with 


pathetic tears, Dean's filled with guilt that he fought desperately to hide. 


Dean had just begun to open his mouth to speak when Scott suddenly turned, walking back towards the door 
without a word. He swallowed hard, taking a step after him as he tried to think of something to say that would 
convince him to stay, but he drew a big blank. 


"Scott, c'mon." he started, stammering hopelessly as he watched his wet hands fumble with the door knob. 
Thoughts of how fucked he really was flooded his mind, and it froze up completely. He took a few more steps 
forward, until he was finally behind Scott, but as he watched him turn around, the few words he had managed 


to throw together had abandoned him. So he did the only thing he could think of. 


He kissed him. 


